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I never mentioned it when we ?ad our little chats at
the Bunch of Keys, but you've always seemed a very
respectable woman to me, it surprised me that you was,
well, as you might say, on the streets.

BESSIE: And well you might be. It's a rare come-down for
me, I can tell you. If you'd told me eighteen months
ago I'd come to this, I'd have said, Why, you're
dreaming.

SHEPPEY: I knew I was right. The very first time we *ad a
talk, afterwards I said to meself, That's a superior class
of woman. I mean, you're not silly. You can talk
sensibly. The dogs and football and politics.

BESSIE: I'm no fool. I know that.

SHEPPEY: Seems funny you should be doing this, if you
understand what I mean.

BESSIE: It's the slump done it. I was all right before that
come. I had a nice little flat in Kennington. And I had
three or four gentlemen used to visit me regular.
Respectable tradesmen, you know, with wives and
families, one was a J.P., nice class of men. I used to
make my seven or eight pounds a week. And they liked
me because they knew they could trust me. If you're
a married man and in a good position, you have to be
careful, don't you?

SHEPPEY: Yes, I suppose so. Speaking for meself, from
the day I married me wife I've never looked this way or
that way.

BESSIE: I don't blame you. But you don't find many like
that. My experience is, most men want a little bit of
fun now and again and somehow they don't want to
have it with their wives.

SHEPPEY: Well, what 'appened then?

BESSIE: I had a bit of bad luck. I got double pneumonia
and I had to go away for a bit. Arid when I come back